THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

Meredith; not made to cope with modern regulated life.
But there are many, and no reform and no charity is
going to change them, who simply don't like it, who
prefer a gipsyish existence and are strong and cunning
enough to lead it.

We be soldiers three

Lately come from the Low Countrie

With never a penny of mony. . . .

That old song comes from King James's time, and there
are plenty of them on the roads still, some with pensions,
who contrive to exist without too much hardship, with
the help of sturdy begging, rabbit-snaring, pheasant-
knocking, vegetable stealing and the workhouses, leading
the life of perpetual motion without which they would
pine. They^ow, by virtue of the secret signs they chalk
on gate and fence, where they can at least get a kettle of
hot water to make their tea, a gift which is seldom
unaccompanied by food or money. One such, long ago,
kept me entertained half a night, and I wish I could
remember all he told me, but I was sleepy and warm.

I was walking late one moonlight night and had gone
some miles past Totnes, where I went into a wood to
rest. To my astonishment I saw the gleam of a fire
through the trees; and, on approaching it, I saw a little
old man crouched over it, cooking something. He looked
not only harmless but attractive as, hearing the crackle
of my feet on twigs, he looked up; he wore a bowler hat,
had a beard, and was very wrinkled round the eyes.
"Thought you was a keeper," he explained as I came
near; though I must say the thought didn't seem to have
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